
The Tragedy 

Thou hart cald me all thefe bitter names, 

Why fo I di(J,but Icoke for no reply: 

O Ictjne make the period to my curfe. 

G/^Tis done by me, and cnds by-^^r^irf^. 

Thus hane you breathed your curfe againrt your fclfc* 

.Poore painted Qjiecne,vaine flourilh ofmyfor- 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that botled ipidcr, ( tune: 

Whpfe deadly webb« infnareth thee about ? 

Poole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come\\hen thou fhalt wirta for me, 

To helpcthee curfe that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade,* 
Haft, Falfe boafting;^oman,cnd thy frantickc curfe, i 
Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 

c^Mar, Foulc fhame vpon you, you haae all mou d 
JO.MV&t you well feru’d,you would be taught your duty. 

To ferue mc wcll,you fhouid doc me duty. 
Teach me to be your Quecne, and you my fubiedls , 
Obferueme well and teach your fclues that duty. 
Dilpute not with her, fKc is lunatique. 

Peace matter Marquette, you are malapert. 
Your fire-new ttampe of honour is fearce curranti 
O that your young Nobility could fudge, 
what’twcrc to loefe it, and be miferable ? 

They that ftand high,haue mighty blatts to fhakethem, 
Andiftheyfalljtheydartithcmtopieccs. 
G/(?.Goodcounlcllmarry,learncit,learneit Marqueffe. 
Dorf, It toucheth you (my Lord ) as much as me* 
tj/u. Yea,and much more, but I was bornefohigh. 
Our Aieiy buildeth in the Cxdarstop, 

And dallies with the winde,and feornes the funne. 

And turnes the Sunne to ili 3 de,alas, alas* 

W itnefle my funne, now in the fhade of death, 

"Whofe bright outfhiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath. 
Hath incternall darkeneffc foulded vp ; 

Your Aicry buildeth in our Aieries neaft^ 

O God that feeft it, doe not fuffer it : 

Asitwas wonne with blood, lott be it fo. 

Haue done for fliame, if not for charity, 

ytge neythcr charity nor fhame to me, 
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^/Richard the 7 bird. , 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefullyby you my hopes are butchered. 

My charity is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fhame (hail liue my forrowes rage» 

Haue done. ^ . t- 

I will kiflcthy hafid. 

In figne of league and amity with thee , * 

Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houfe. 

Thy garments ace not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compaffe of my curfe. 

Back; Nor none hecre, tor curfes neuer pafle 
The lips of them that breath them in theayre. 

Q^Mar. He not belecuc but they attend the sfcic/ 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peaces ^ 

O 'Buckinghaptjatfizxt of yonder dogge, ^ 

Looke when he fawnes he bkes,and When he bitesy 
His venomc tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him.* - . 
Sinne,death,and hell^ath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Gla. What doth {bee fay my Lord of Buckingham S 
Buck; Nothing that I refpea my graiious Lord. 

hat deft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun« 
And footh the dineU.that I warne thee from ? ('fell, 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with IbrroW, 
Andfay,pooreA/4r^m was a Propheteffe, ‘ 

Liue each of you,the fubic«tt of bis hate. 

And he to you,and all of you to God. 

Hafi. My hake doth ftand an end to heare her euefes. 
.R/«.And fo doth mine, I wonder fhees at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
Sheehath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. ' 

Haft* I neuer did her any to my knowledge* 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wr one 

1 was too hotte to doe f®me body good, ^ 

That is top Cold in thinking on it now s ' 

Marry a s for Clarence^ hce i s wcl I repay d. 
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